18                      CONTARINI FLEMING:

ogres, and boundle&o empire to enchanted castles. My
character also changed with my companions. Before, all
was beautiful and bright, but still and mystical. The
forms that surrounded me were splendid, the scenes
through which I passed glittering, but the changes took
place without my agency, or if I acted, I fulfilled only the
system of another, for the foundation was the supernatural.
N"ow, if everything were less beautiful, everything was
more earnest. I mingled with the warlike and the wise,
the crafty, the suffering, the pious ; all depended upon our
own exertions, and each result could only be brought about
by our own simple and human energies, for the foundation
was the natural.

Yet at times even this fertile source of enjoyment failed,
and the dark spirit which haunted me in my first years
would still occasionally descend upon my mind. I knew
not how it was, but the fit came upon me in an instant, and
often when least counted on. A star, a sunset, a tree, a
note of music, the sound of the wind, a fair face flitting by
me in unknown beauty, and I was lost. All seemed vapid,
dull, spiritless, and flat. Life had no object and no beauty;
and I slunk to some solitary corner, where I was content to
lie down and die. These were moments of agony, these
were moments in which, if T were spoken to, I had no
respect for persons. Once I remember my father found me
before the demon had yet flown, and, for the first time, he
spoke without being honoured.

At last I had such a lengthened fit that it attracted uni-
versal attention, I would scarcely move, or speak, or eat
for days. There was a general alarm. The Baroness fell
into a fluttei*, lest my father should think that I had been
starved to death, or ill-used, or poisoned, and overwhelmed
me with inquiries, each of which severely procrastbiated
my convalescence. For doubtless, now that I can analyse
my past feelings, Vhese dark humours arose only from the